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Meanwhile,, Mary's restless spirit found an outlet in floods of
querulous talk; she cried vengeance against her enemies,

During the year 1585 Elizabeth was chiefly concerned with
the negotiations for a league with James* and with deciding
what was to be done about the Netherlands, where the death
of William of Orange had removed the only person capable
of holding the intensely self-interested and faction-ridden pro-
vinces together. She was as reluctant as ever to ally with can
ungrateful multitude, a true mob', as she once called them, and
she would have preferred joint intervention with France. But in
France, Alencon's death had left the Huguenot leader, Henry of
Navarre, the successor to the throne, and against such a pros-
pect the Catholic-Guise party had formed a league, with Spain
to back them. The symptoms of the old disease of civil war were
reappearing, and the French King dared not go adventuring in
the Netherlands. Elizabeth was left with no choice. By August
1585 she had made a treaty with the rebel states and was sending
over the first drafts of her army. Quite as much as military aid,
someone of outstanding authority was needed to hold them to-
gether, as William of Orange had done. Leicester had long cast
himself for this role, and with many misgivings Elizabeth gave
her consent. She showed herself as variable as the wind over her
decision; and the situation was not improved by her health,
which, probably owing to her climacteric, was then poor. One
night she *used very pitiful words', begging Leicester not to
leave her, since she was afraid that she would not live long. The
bout passed, her humour changed: at last, at the beginning of
December he managed to get away. The plunge had been taken.
After twenty-seven years of but slightly interrupted peace,
Elizabeth had embarked upon war - not, however, in name;
nor, truth to tell, in purpose.

War now threatening England, it became more imperative
than ever to keep touch with Catholic conspiracies. Once again
fortune was kind. In this very month of December 15 8 5, a cer-
tain Gilbert Gifford, who had been trained for the priesthood
abroad and was in minor orders, was sent to England by Mary's
agent to try and reopen secret communication with her, a tasl